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CHAPTER III—Continued.

“In any matter of this kind,” he said,
“l beg you wili use me in every way
that may seem good to you, 2irs, Lan-
cing. 1 gather that your friend needs
immediate help; pray do not let her be
troubled an hour longer than is possible.”

He signed a blank check, and slipped it
into an envelope.

As he turned and held this out to her,
Cunme Lancing gave a lttie shiver. She
looked at him without taking the en-
velope.

*“Oh!" she murmured, “I—what can 1
say? How good—how good. I came—on—
en the impulse of the moment, not be-
cause you have so rauch—but because I
felt—I feel you are so glad to—to help
any one, but—"

“Why should there be any ‘but’,” he
asked, not very steadily; “by this time 1
hope you know that I hold it one of my
greatest pleasures, as it is certainly an
honor, to serve you whenever you will
Wil you remember

this always "'

Camilla bit her lip again, and then put
out her hand.

Haverford bent over it, held it a mo-
ment in a firm grip. Then, as though
yielding to some overwhelming tempta-
tlon, stooped and kissed it. Her bhand
was kissed at least once or twice a day
on the average, but Rupert Haverford
had never beford@permitted himself this
old-fashioned and gracious sign of hom-
age. It was with him an expression of
something far, far deeper than mere
courtesy to a very delightful and very
pretty woman. She divined this Instantly,
and her heart began to beat nervously.
As he released her hand she pulled her
sables about her and prepared to go. She
wag eager now to be away from him.,
The expression of his face troubled her.
She had chafed almost angrily at his
sllence, his self-represaion, yet now that
she knew he would spenk, sne dreaded to
hear his words.

A thousand jarring feeiings thrilled her.

Though there had heen many moments
recently when he had appealed to her
physically, when, indeed, she had frankly
admired him, in this moment she felt al-
most as though she hated him.

It was a sensation which she could not
define, which she would have found prac-
tically impossible to explain to another
person, but it was very real, very op-
pressive,

She crushed the envelope he had given
her in her hand, and hid it in her big
muff; then she began speaking gayly.

“What are you doing to-night?” she
asked. “You are engaged? Oh, 1 am so

sorry! I thought that perhaps vou would
have taken Agnes and me to dinner
somewhere. We have no engagement
but never mind, we can do that another
night.”

“Wili you dine with me to-morrow?’
he asked. He, too, was nervous., He h

y not her gift of slipping into a seemirg

" Indifference. Her easy, everyday manner
separated them once again, brought back
with a rush the old uncertainty, the old
unrest.

She laughed

“Oh! delightful. And let us dine here,
do, please. 1 simply adore this house,
and I want Agnes to see it. You know,

you have alwayes happened to be away
when she has been up In town. How
enchanting everything is! No matter
where one looks, one sees something that
is perfect of its Kkind; and that is
not what one can say of every magnifi-
cent house, you know!"”
had moved to the dour, ang he opened it.
They passed out into the wide corridor.
“The fact is, a man’'s taste Is always so
much better than a womar’'s,” she chat-
tered on restlessly; “it is really a most
absurd idea to suppose that a house
must have a woman In it For
the best of us will persist in filllng our
rooms with rubbish. Do you know, to
this day I have the greatest difficulty in
denying myself the joys of Japanese fans

on the walls, and art muslin draperies
and curtains? Oh!” she sald suddenly,
“I quite forgot to ask you; how Is your
mother? 1 hope she is better.”

“I hope she ig,” sald Rupert, “but I
have not seen her. She has gone to
Paris. My half-brother is ill.”

He went with her to the entrance door,

and himseif put her into the cab that was
waliting.

She stretched out her hand just before
starting.

“I must try and say thank vou," she
eald nervously, “but it is not easy to say.
1 shall send—this—on to my
friend at-once. You will have the con-
sciousness of knowing you have made
one person very happy to-night, Mr,
Haverford! A demain! May we dine

late—1 have such
Good-night.”

He held her hand very,
and let it go reluctantly,

The light of the cab lamp was shining
on him fully. He looked very handsome
as he stood there against the dark, foggy
background, a man to make gladness to
the eyes and heart of any woman. But
as she rolled away swiftly, Camilla Lan-
cing ileaned back and flung up her vell,
sighing rapidly and impatiently.

a full day to-morrow.

very closely,

“After all, he does mean to speak-—
and soon,” she sald to  hersell,
“and when he does I must agree; 1 must
say ‘Yes'! How can I possibly refuse?
It would be madness. He would do

everything so well. I need never again
be anxioug about the children, and I
should have everything I want, no more
horrible bills, no more difficulties, and an
eénd to the hideous dependence on Ned's
father.” She puled aside the sable
aimost roughly from about her throat.
Th night was bitterly cold, but she felt
as if gshe were stifling.

“But what a life. I don't be-
lleve I should be able to stand it for
evéen a month. I should feel like a
caged animal. My very thoughts would
not be my own. I wanted him to
love me, but not like this. He loves
me toc much. He will exact too much.
1 shall have to give up everything T like.
No more bridge, no more freedom, no
more fun. Oh, my God!” sald Camilla
with flerceness, though she was crying,
“I know 1 shall never be able to do
ft! I den’t want that sort of man,” she
said, "I don’t want to stagnate and
grow old, and good. I want to
live—to live! And I did live before Ned
left me! How can I marry a man like
this after I have been Ned's wife? Oh,
Ned, Ned, if only you had not died! If
only I could fee]l you were somewhere in
the world, even though there were twenty
women between us—it—it would be all so
different!

She cried unceasingly for a few mo-
ments as the cab swayed and jerked cver
th¢ greasy pavement, and then she pulled
herseif together.

“Oh! what an ass T am! If Agnes sees
red eyes, she will want to know all there
is to koow. I can imagine her expres-
sion if T were to explain I had been ery-
ing about Ned!—that blackguard
Ned!" She laughed in an impatient, sti-

way. ““We must go somewhere to-

| Might,” she sald a moment later; *I

die boxed up at home. Why

m't ‘we dine somewhere and then
80 on to a music hall!”

SiE
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said Camilla. She |

thrilled her. The man whom she feared,
and the man who had shown her such
chivalrous generosity, and the man whom
she had married and lost, passed from
her thoughts. She felt as if she were
in sunshine. The check was blank! She
had not expected that; there were no
limits to her intentions.

“I shall give Veronique something on
account; that will stop the writ,” she
said, as she passed into the house. ‘“‘And
the children shall have new coats, dear
souls; they have been looking so shabby
lately. Then I shall get out my pearis
and some of my rings and other things
first thing to-morrow.”

On the hall table there were some cards,
a splendid basket of flowers, and a
splendid basket of flowers, and a square,
white-coated packet, Camilla loved to
find white packages, and letters, and
flowers waiting for her.

She shivered as she remembered the
cold perfection of the hall she had just
left.

Sir Samuel's card was attached to the
basket and the box of bonbons, and he
had left a note also. Camilla tore this
open, with a nervous gesture, then gave
a quick sigh of intense relief and ran
upstairs quickly.

““Agnes,” she called gaily, putting her
head in at the door of the drawing-room,
“S8ammy wants us to dine with him and
g0 on afterward to the play. We shall
just have time to change. What a bother
you have to go out to dress, Why not let
ne send for your things?"

Mrs. Brenton shook her head.

“Oh, no. T will trot round toc my rooms.
As a matter of fact, 1 was just going.
Will you call for me, Camilla? The chil-
dren are just asleep. They tried to keep
awake till you came, but they were too
tired.”

Camiila threw off her furs and cloak
In her room, and then stole upstalrs soft-
ly till she reached the nursery. All was
still. The two small bodles in the two
small cots never stirred as she approached.

Mrs. Lancing bent over each child and
lightly laid a hand, as in benediction, on
each little head. 'Then she paused a mo-
ment before Betty’'s small altar. The child
had arranged it carefully before going to
bed; there were white flowers In the
tiny brass vases, and the red light buvrn-
ing before the statue of the Virgin was
the only light in the room.

Camllia shut her eyes. She never re-
membered any prayers; but Betty had
just knelt there, and the child’'s prayers
had hallowed the piace; they seemed to
carry the mother’s soul with thrm—{.m a
little way.

As the nurse came into the room, Mrs.
Lancing turned and, with her finger on
her lip, went noiselessly from the room.

She dressed for dinner in a mood of
such mental exhilaration it seemed like
happiness. The sense of security coming
after a more than usually trying mental
straln was marvelously stimulating. And
all unpieasant thoughts were tranquilized,
if not silenced.

Haverford's cheque was locked up in her
dressing case. She had not settled yet
what sum she would Inscribe on it. Cer-
tainly a small sum would be useless. So
she mused as she ordered her mald to
| bring her the flowers Sir Samuel had
sent, and she chose a few to wear as a
breast-knot.

“What is a thousand to him, or, for the
matter of that, two?" she querfed. “And
even two will not go very far. Well, that
is for to-morrow."”

She pinned the flowers in her bedice
and smiled at ber reflection.

TO BE CONTINUED TO-MORROW,

SMART MUFFS,

Among the smart muffs for formal
wear are those in sable, combined with
tailless ermine. An example of the lat-
ter seen at an opera matinee combined
the whole skins of the sable, including
the heads and tails and tailless or pure
white ermine. The latter formed a wide

band In the certer of the muff, which was
a small one, and there were two whole
!snbln skins with the heads and tails at-
tached at each side. Frills of point lace
were set in at each end of the muflf.

THE PRESENT OCCUPATION.
Have you bought them yet?

That is, the things you wanted and
{ didn't get.

The shops are full of disappointed ones
on this errand intent.

Cheer up! Taink how much less they
cost now than if you had bought them
before Christmas.

Besides, if you had bought them then,
somebody would have beep sure to give
them to you.

AS TO PRECIOUS STONES,

Pearis are really only carbonate of
fime, and vinegar or any acid will de-
stroy their polished surface. Hot water
will cause opals to crack oftentimes, and
will always destroy their fire. The tur-
quoise will turn dingy green if washed
often with scap, which is Its bitter enemy.

THE BERRIFD THORN,

Oh. tasteful lhn.mms-ﬂrd denign '
Gay emblem of forgotten care,
Whose scasonable sprouts entwine
St. Nicholas his hoary hair,
Ard blow the robin out with pulpy fare.

Bright holly! how you bring to mind
The raven locks, the rippling tones

Of ope for whom 1 vainly pined,
And wooed for weeks with smothered groans—
Falr Choice (now, I fancy, Mrs. Jones).

And, ah! when 1 remember how

! lost her through your lurid shoots,
Offensively hilarious bough!

I long to grind beneath my boots

Those everlasting twigs and gaudy fruits,

"Twas just a year ago to-day;
The house was full of vunﬂ-chut
And (badly in the servants’ way)
A sentimental-minded aunt
Had set in every coign some awkward plant.

And 1 resolved at last to act,
And win or lose her on the spot,
Escorted with consummate tact
My princess to a twilit grot,
3 »nd tock a seat, 1 never dreamt on what,

I meant to murmur, “Chloe. dove!"
But Fortune's thread is O, how :ain!
The rosy couch enhances love,
But who could amerous court begin
When sitting down on spikes that hurt like sin?

And thus I hate you, holly sprigs
Your festal air is all a sham,
Reminding me, in lonely digs,
A moody bachelor as I am,
Of love's true course that ended in a dam.
London Punch.

THE MINISTER’S WOOING.,

(Written for The Washington Hersld)
One summer's day I went away upon s brie! vace-
tion;
I took alor 7 \book, a
1 said (in mm.

song, to furnish avocation.
it fate is kind, ¥l get me medita-

tion;
But cruel fate (the idle prate) enmeshed me
flirtation.

Vacation o'er, 1 left the shore, retumed to daily

duty;

The good folks said, “Why, Mr. Shedd, you've cul-
, tivated beauty;

You left us sad, you come back glad; you seem to
be elatad,

And, too, your hair, ‘hough cnce quite rere, we
find rejuvencted.”

I said, “Well, well, the wedding bell shall chase
AWsy mY soTrow;

I'd like to-dar a waise in pay, 'twould shamefal be
to borrow.™

They murmured not; the inercase got, our wedding

is to-nmorrow.
C. F. NEWTON.
1514 K street northwest, Washington, D, C.

With the Chef.

Three level tablespcons of butter, one
level teaspoon finely minced shallot, one-
half pound mushrocms chopped, salt,
pepper, flour, cream. yolk of one egs,
one level teaspoon finely minced parsley.
Melt the butter; add the shallot and cook
for five minutes without browning. Add
the mushrooms and cook five minutes
longer; then season with salt and pep-
per and dredge with flour. Moisten wih
cream, and when hot add the egg-yok
slightly beaten ..rd the parsley. Remowve
from the filre and when cool! spread on
circular pieces of toasted bread. Cover
with butisred crumbs and brown in a
hot oven.

. & * @

Cut thin slices of white bvead and
spread half of them with soft butter,
and the remalning half with finely-
chopped ham. Press the slices tpgether
and remove the crust. Beat one egg
slightly, add one-halr cup milk and strain
over the sandwiches. When moistened
piace them in a hot frying pan contain-
ing two level tablespoons of butter.
Brown nicely on both sides and serve at
once.

A Feminine Failing.

Burn your bridges behind you.

Women seldom have the courage
this.

It takes the stern sex to resolve never
to go back,

Femininity llkes to cross and re-cross
its old bridges.

Even with tears and
hands they trot over them.

The only wise thing is to apply
match, and destroy them once for all.

So burn your bridges, and
straight forward into the new year,
out a backward look.

A Belt for Baby.

Now the baby's toys can't get away.

There's a new vcontrivance which should
amuse him by the hour,

It's a satin belt to which five toys are
tied by ribbons.

There's a rubber ring. and rattle,
ball, a doll, and a celluloid horn.

There's nothing to break and ne paint
to rub off, and the toys arc pretty.

Put this beit on Master Baby, and he
can reach out and get whichever toy he
likes, whenever he likes, for he can't drop
nor lose them.

It's a clever Invention, and the baby's

for

wringing of
the

march
with-

a

Jjoy In it only proves how stupid grown- |

ups were not to have thought of it sooner.

WOMANLY WOMEN.

In Germary a woman is judged, not ac-
cording to her drawing-room accomplish-
ments or knowledge of men and metters

of the time, but according to her do-
mesticity. That is exactly how the kal-
sorin likes o be judged. She prides her-
s~lf on being a model housewife, and has

aiways endeavored to set an example to
her countrywomen by keeping studiously
aloof from matters political and concen-

trating her attention upon the require-
ments of her hom~ husband, and chil-
dren. OQOutside these, the

and suffering. She is intensely charitable |
and has done wonders to help forward |
philanthropic movements in Germany, and
it is in consequence of her work In this
direction that she has been termed “Em-
press of Goodness.” At the same time her
majesty is fond of outdoor recreations,
being quite an expert tennis player, and
one of the best horﬁﬁwrwnun in the empire.

A HEAL‘I‘H RF(.I'IE.

Eat fruit for breakfast.
Eat fruit for luncheon.
Avoid pastry.
Shun muffins
tered toast.
Eat whole-meal bread.
Decline potatoes if they
more than once a day.
Do not drink tea or coffee.
Walk four miles every day.
Take a bath every day
Wash the face every night
water,
Sleep eight hours a night.

and crumpets and but-

are served

in warm

| amount
» serious interests | agreement.
of the empress lie mainly among the poor | has been one of the family for five years,

| tions.

———

FROM WOMAN’S
POINT OF VIEW

Even those of us who are in no sense
devotees of ihe Christian Science idea
often have very good reason to be zon-
vinced that there is a deal of common
sense in the belief that many of our ills
will yield quite as readily to a little
cheerfulness or a bit of good luck as to
drugs.

L

The “bread pills” with which some wise
physicians are salgd to dose thelr patients
that are merely in need of the attentlon of
some one who will sympathize with them
in a supposed ailment are not so much
of a joke as they may seem to some to
be. It appears that the bread-pill theory
is not too antiquated for use on occasion,
even by such an advanced school of
medicine as that of those who eall the
science of manipulating the cords, mus-
cles, and veins osteopathy.

. " s

For a certain osteopathic practitioner
in a Western city tells a story of himself
to a few privileged friends that proves
that the bread pill era has not departed.
It seems that he was visited one day by
a woman who was clearly a hypochon-
driac. The special disease with which
she believed herself afflicted was heart
trouble, let ug say, for If the correct dis-
cage were cited the story might get round
to the woman concerned and mean
trouble for her and posibly for the osteo-
path.

¥ s 0

Whatever the disease, it was not pres-
ent, as the stethoscope proved, nor was
there sign of other trouble. But the prace
titioner did not say that. Had he done
so his patient would have gone away to
bewail his ignorance, perhaps publiely.
The doctor went to work and in the
course of his treatment gkillfully induced
a slight inflammation in the muscles of
the knee.

The treatment completed, he assured |

the patient that her heart trouble was | i
“The main | §i
trouble i= in your left knee,” he added. | B

a secondary symptom merely.

The patient deciared
none, but with
the irritation and was convinced. Three
more treatments, the knee was cured and
s0 was the fancied heart trouble. It
sirikes me that this osteopathic bread
pill did a real service, and that, 1 sup-
pose, ig what doctors are supposed to
furnish.

that there was|

HUMANITY CONCEITED,
Although I 2 not prepared to go quite |
to the extreme of the French philosopher, |
who declared that the more he saw t-f‘
men the better he liked dogs, I sometimes |
wonder if we really give dumb animals
all the credit they are entitled to. {
L I

Humanity is inclined to be somewhat |
conceited and to reserve to itself as thel
master of creation” a monopoly of all 4:!,
what it is pleased to term the “higher!
powers.” 1 have seen profound treatises!
as to whether or not anime!s have souls,

{

a deep question which T should not fancy | >

discussing. Theat they have bralns is, of |
course, a physiological fact dwmnnstral-i
ed by many a post-mortem. as well as, I|

fear, by altogether too frequent \'i\-‘:sef.‘-]
|

LR J LR
how much those hrz!nn
there is not such gene ml

As the owner of a dog that

But as to

to

I find myself enrolled among those who
{ believe that a dog's brains do something
more for him than to fill a vacuum in his
cranium. If my dog—and my neighbors’
dogs as well-do not reason with their
braing, then I 4o not know just what rea-
soning is.

. " . .
My dog is naughty sometimes
man he likes tc do things he
posed to do.

Like
is not sup-
Despite his love for his home,

he is fond of roaming and sometimes |
stays away longer than he knows he |
should. I know he knows this, fer when
he comes home he looks 2s if he 4ai

and looks as he never looks except when |
For |

he has done what he should not.

purposes of differentiation we may r::xl!)

this instinet, if we chcose, bt there is!

a reasoning power behind it.
. » L

All of which inclines me tc the belief |

|
|
|

that we should treat dumb animals about | ¥

as we would like to have them treat us|
if they had the power to abuse us. After |
all, they may know more than even those |
who esteem
do.

them the most imagine they |
BETTY BRADEEN

A SET OF FANCY APRONS

A pretty apron is 80 useful an accessory
to the feminine tojlette that few weomen
now care to dispense with it. At the
tea table, in the sewing-room, or wyhile
busy about the hundred-and-one Iittle
dutles that fall to the daily lot of every
housewifely woman, an apron is not only
convenient, but adds to the daint ness
and womanliness of the appearance. The
pretty set of aprons sketched illustrates
some of the newest and best ideas in the
way of such accessories. The round,
square, and triple-pointed aprons may be
made with or without bibs, as preferred,

-

and the pockets may in all cases be
omitted if desired. Dotted Swiss, plain
or embreidered batiste, nainsook, or lawn
are suitable for making the aprons, while
lace, embroidery, or fancy stitchery may
be used to Jecorate. To make either
apron requires 1 §-4 vards of material,
36 inches wide. One size.

A pattern of this may be obtained by
inclosing 10 cents in stamps and ad-
dressing Pattern Department, The Wash-
ington Herald, 734 Fifteenth street north-

her first step she felt |}

| looked tired.
I'\er that

| stream of commiseration

la lot
{But T was
i couldn’t think of a thing to say to her,

mummnummmmmm
wanted. J
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8™ ST & Pa Ave.
“THE BUSY CORNER’

CLOSED ALL DAY WEDNESDAY

Store Hours : 8:30 a. m. to 5:30 P. M.
Except Saturday —Close 9 p. m.

MG

Here’s the big chance.
New 39c to 75¢ neckwear

at17¢

These pieces are the “trial lots” of the factory.
sent the lots made up from new designs to determine the ac-

tual cost of productiorn before making
We got the entire collection.

The sale price is In every case less
less. than cost of material used.

or lavender,

Not a plece but what would sell regularly at

You'll find:
White Chiffon, Lace, and Mull Jabots,
And Chiffon and Silk Stocks in white,

They repre-
them a part of the regular line.

than haif their werth, and gonerauy

black, white with light blue, pink |

39c and up to T5c.

Dainty,
ing kinds:'

good to look

plneapphw
Candy Department—First Floor.

Iimported conserved fruits for
the New Year’s table

Regular 50¢ a pound kinds; in fact,
would have to pay for them elsewhere right now.
at, and better to eat,

Apricots, cherries, Japanese oranges,

that is the price you )

35¢ |l

follow- |

mes, pears, and Jl ponnd.

in the

figs, Ii

WOMEN AND

THEIR CHAT

[ The most sympathetic girl in the world ’de@d who slapped down a ponderous pair

Four people had besn to see |
morning. Each of them had |
poured some trouble into her ears. Every
one does so. If they didn’'t know before
that they had a trouable, they think of one
| as soon they see her. She is so
S\mpa:hun that rae just simply invites
such confidences, without guessing her
own guilt in the matter.

To every tale of woe she listened as if
it were the one sorrow in the world of
paramount interest. She did not let her
eves wander to tha clock, nor her fingers
migﬂt with the piles of work lying wait-

ng on her desk. She did not once look

as

vacantly off into space, nor let fall a
random remark. I know her! I know
with just what whole-hearted, intense in-
terest she listened to every word, what
sensible comments she made, how heipful
was the advice she offered, and how
cheered the troublous one went away
from her

Then I know ho

w she sighed, and turned
a little lifelessly to her work, and how itl
took her some time to get up the proper
animation to do it well. For one cannot |
thwow one's self completely into o6t Mrl
people’s woes and pour out a perpetual |
without having
ane’s own energies sapped to some degree. f
People impose on the most sympathetic |
girl in the world. They never dream how |
selfish they are. [
But I thiak I detect the faint begl'l-.
nings of a turning of the worm. |
“So-and-so was in to see me just before |
ou came,” she said, wearily. “I'm arrald!
I didn't glve her much help. She told me
about her trouble over at G—'s.
so utterly worn out that I

It's too bad, for I know she came to me
for sympathy.”

“Don’t let that worry you,” I told her,
seeing her real distress. “If a few people

eould just get a small icicle from you
once in awhile it would cure them of
coming up here to dribble imaginary

troubles into your ears.”

hat i{s not kind of you,” she sald. 1
like to help people.”
“And you do,” I answered, “when the

and there is some actual
thing to be done. But haven't you no-
ticeq that they moan on and on, just for
the saka of hearing themselves talk and
finding somebody to listen to them? It's
bad for them. And it's most unfair to
yourself.”

And a little later, when I casually men-
ticned my headache, and made a tenta-
tive little moan about some vexation of
my own, the sympathetic girl was so far
from encouraging me as to look coldly
out of the window and observe, pileas-
antly, that it looked llke snow.

Which hurt my feelings, of course. But
I will even have my feelings hurt, if the
worm, for her own sake, wili turn.

L I I

One young woman is puzzling over the
problem of how she could possibly have
escaped receiving a single pocket-handker-
chief, in view of all that were purchased
in thig city before Christmas. She says
she herself witnessed sufficient of these
useful articles bought to stretch all the
way around the earth and reach a re-
spectable distance toward the moon.
What became of them all, she does not
know, but not one came her way, in spite
of her urgent need, and she was over-
heard pathetically »etitioning a friend to
inform her of the €rst mussed mouchoir
gale heard of, in order that she might
supply this lamentable oversight on the
part of her friends.

L B

Apparently gloves are one of the things
nobody takes any trouble to find out
what size anybody wears. Judging by the
crowds lined up at exchange counteTs
for these commeodities at 8:39 o'clock the
morning after Christmas, gloves are pur-
chased on the airy principle that any-
body with four fingers and a thumbd to
each hand can wear any article answer-
ing these requirements. Everybody in
town seemed to have been presented with
misfiit hand coverings, and it occurred to
one woman who twirled impatiently on
her toes while 156 people ahead of her
explained how their gloves came to be
bought, and who bought them, and who
they were bought for, and what was the
matter with them—it occurred to her
that it would be an excellent idea if just
before Christmas everybody should issue
to his and her friends a circular setting
forth the exact dimensions of their hands,
with any particularities relating thereto,
suchyas extra length or shortness of fin-
gers, &c. Think of the time and trouble
it would save!

Numbers of the waiting victims bgfore
the aitar of the exchange desk goddess
were, of course, women laden with the
digit coverings of their masculine rela-
tives. For it is a martyrdom the bravest
man shrks and which no man under
heaven can be induced to undergo If he
can find some woman devoted enough to

trouble is real,

undergo it for “im.
Oularn.bnmmmunn.m-

of sleighing gloves, observing that they
were a present from his wife, and that
they were 100 clumsy, and he didn't want |
them anyway, and proposes to buy him-
self some other present. And one v.'on-t
dered if his wife' were sick abed,
she had died in the meantime,
didn't want to hurt her feelmgs and |
therefore was exchanging them on the
sly, or just how it did happen that he |
got into the exchange counter melee him- |
self instead of marching back the frail
little -wisp of a woman that kind 2f a man
is always married to.

or it}
or if he

LA

Of course,
For instance,
net want an

there were some surprises,
there was a man who did |
umbrella, and a woman whe
The other night this man beheld this
woman smuggling a huge umbrella box |
upstairs, and at the same moment the
woman observed the man slipping a
smalier umbrella box of feminine dimen-
sions info his wardrobe. A lock of pleased
anticipation flitted over her countenance,
but & shadow fell across his.

“It's one of your presents,
{the woman,
banister.

“Jove!" groaned the
tl ree umbrellas already
| for more imagination.”

“I do hope it's a Jark blue one,” smiled
the young woman, as she went upstairs,
“i loathe hlack umbrelias.”

W d'\eadm morning the man put out a
reluctant hand to accept his fourth rain-
defier.

“So awfully kind of you,” he mur-|
mured. “‘Great Scott! Heaviest um-
brella ever I handled.”

Then the man opened the umbrella box
and beheld in various tissue wrappings
the shining solid glass towel racks and
other accoutrements he had wanted for
his new own particular bathroom. And
he was so pleased that he almost forgot
to hand the woman & wee Iittle box
which he took from his vest pocket.

“An umbrella " said he. “Why, of]
course not. Oh, that one you saw In my |
wardrobe is a present Rob asked me to|
fetch up for mother. But, say, don’t
you like that?"

And she did. and said so, as she pinned
the glittering gift to her coilar, hum-
ming. "“There's many a siip,” and then
made a mental note: “Mem.—Buy myself
a dark-blue umbrelia.™

dic.

' gaily called
shaking her box over the|

man. “T've got
I gave her v:redu

|

A Fox Hunt,
From the Boston Transeript.

While walking in the Arboretum last
Friday afternoon, a friend and myseif
witnessed a rather unusual incident, I be-
lieve.

We were near ths top of Hemlock Hill,
nd stopped for a moment to watch a
flock of crows that seemed to be in dis-
tress, flying into and circling about a
clump of trees upon our right.

The cause of their distress suddenly
appeared from out of the trees, namely,
a fox. Mr. Fox stood for quite a few
moments in the open. apparently tryving
to decide which direction he should take
to rid himself of his termentors, for
such the crows appeared to be, flying very
low, near the fox, and continuing their
racket.

He finally decided to go down the op-
posite side of the hill, and started off at
a rapid pace, with the entire flock of
crows in hot pursuit

We wondered just how long the crows
would continue the “hunt,” and what
would be the end of Mr. Fox.

The Largest Morning Circunlation.

E FE\TL'RE the Bi-

focal Glasses for their

comfort and efficiency
to those who require distance and
reading lenses. The reading lens
is fused into the distance lens
without noticeable line of divis-
ion.

Have ys show you to what
degree of perfection we've
brought the bifocal.

KINSMAN, 908 F Street

AMUSEMENTS.

GRAND MASKED BALL TO-NIGHT
20 $10. and $5.00 First, Second and

Military Band, Admission, and Skates

e PSPPI PRI NI IRIPEIIEeOIeIteerbiserreitte

our 1907 accounts we
must dispose of sev-
eral square pianos
and second-hand or-
gans. We have them
from

315 to 850

and they are worth
double.

Easy terms if desired.

Sanders &
Stayman Co.,
1327 F Street.
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AMUSEMENTS,
+ % COLUMBIA %5

Coming With Smiles
Fer You All

MRS. WIGGS
CABBAGE PATCH

MANAGEMENT LIEBLER CO.
PRICES, 50c, 75¢, $1.00, $1.50
NEXT WEEK

THE OLD
HOMESTEAD

Matinee To-morrow and Saturday.
CHARLES FROHMAN PRESEXNTS

IN HIS FAMOUS MUSICAL FARUCE,

THE RICH MR. HOSGENHEIMER

= | ROBERT

WEEK.

w.| EDESON
"::‘ In the Famous West Point Play,
= I“CLASSMATES”

,’::: Special, Tuesday, January 7,
(55 “ARMY NIGHT.”

| GEOC. ABEL l CO.. in “Three of a Kmd."
L =

.-"r"x.lc Only

Dsily Matiness, Sc and 3¢ Evenings, e, Sie, T5e.

Carrie De Mar as “Flufly Ruffles,”
Also captivatingly portraying “"American Giris”
‘Amateur Night

and

KITTY TRAN

LABAKANS, t - m
Brothers, “The chen \J.L"s Dream icn
t.t"u's
WEEK—-BURR McINTOSH, WITH
| SEC TAFT _IN THE ORIENT CRESSY &
DAYNE, in “EHE WYOMING WHOOP,” W, G
{ FIELDS, &c. BUY SEATS TO-DAY
BELASCO ="
lmmm

the .fa,g., American and Foreign

e e
To-ni;ht—nats. lllw Year’'s & Sat.
MR. HACKETT PRESENTS

%HOLLAND

Assisted by a Steriing Company
In George Middieton's Dramstization of Meredith
Nicholson's Mystery Nowel,

THE HOUSE OF A THOUSAND CANDLES
Next Week—Seat Saie Th ursday.

Mail Orders Now lleceived for Miss Julia

MARLOWE

S GLORIA Jame s N:l

Comedy Success,

VSRE

Mn..n« Mon., \\ui Sat., 35, e
$:15, e to The

Good Snts on Main Floor, 25¢.
Hal Reid's Best Play,

A CHILD it:s THEM

LEAD

Next Week—*IN NEW YORK TOWN.”

GAYETY THEATER, "=

g near F.
ALL THIS WEEK.

Matinees Every Day,
A HAPPY NEW YEAR TO ALL
The Fred Irwin Amusement Co. Presents

Fred. irwin’s Big Show

" With WALSH, LYNCH and CO., in

“HUCKIN’S RUN”

The Most Complete Show in Burlesque History
Popular prices. Smoking Concerts. Tickets Re-
served Until 8 o'Clock Sharp.
Next Week-MANCHESTER CRACKERJACKS.
Popular with

e |NEW LYCEUM

MATINEE DAJLY ALL THIS WEEK.
The Famous Aggregation of Talent, Beauty, aud Song.

MISS NEW
YORK JR.

ADDED FEATURE:
AMPERE, King of Electricity,

The Most Sensationai, Fesrsome, Death-defying Act
in the Warld.

Next Week—PARISIAN BELLES.

New Academy

ALL TEHIS WEEK.
Special New Year Mat.—All Seats 23c.
THX FAMOUS

RUSSELLBROS

In a play for laughing purposes only.

T Hired Girl’s Millions

Next Week—-THE COWBOY AND THE SQUAW,

The Relief Committee of D. C. Lodge,

No. 2322, 1. 0. B. A.
will give a

MASQUERADE BALL

AT MASONIC TEMPLE
8th ang F Sts, N. W.
NEW YEAR'S EVE
Tuesday Evening, Dec. 3ist, for the
Benefit of the Relief Fund.
Dancing until 2 2 m.—1Ist prize, haad-
some Ladies’ Watch., 4 other prizss.
An extra prize to the two best walizers.
Tickets, - - - - Ze. °

Mats. Tuesday,
Thursday, and
Saturday.




